II. 

I’ve feen thee in an homely face, 

Excel by pulchritude of mind; 

To ili-form’d features give a grace, 
Serene, benevolent and kind. 

III. 

Tis when the fpirit is fo great. 

That it the body {fill controuls, 

As godly inclinations meet 
In fweet fociety of fouls* 

IV. 

If is that condescending air, 

Where perfeft willingnefs is plain, 

To fmile affent, to join in pray’r, 

And urg’d a mile to go it twain. 

V. 

To grant at once the boon preferred, 
By contrite foe, or needy friend ; 

To be obliging is the word, 

And God’s good bleiling is the end. 



HYMN XV. 

TASTE. 

I. 

O Guide my judgment and my tafte, 
Sweet Spirit, author of the book 
Of wonders, told in language chafte 
And plainnefs, not to be miftook. 


O let 



